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' MOST HONOURABLE an WORSHIPFUL FRATERNITY, 
TOMMONLY CALLED THE 


LOUNGERS OF GREAT BRITAIN AND IRELAND, 


MY LORDS AND GENTLEMEN; 


ERMIT me with the utmoſt deference to lay this 
little poem on your ſofas, as you alone are the pro- 

per Judges of it's merit, and the moſt abfe patrons to af- 
ford it neceſſary protection. Although it is ſo much my 
intereſt to conciliate your favour, I ſcorn to attempt it by 
the hackneyed arts of common dedicators. I will not 
therefore ſay one word more in your praiſe than (what 


EVEN 


— 


TJ 


even your enemies muſt allow) that you are the moſt an- 


tient, moſt opulent, and moſt numerous Society, now 
exiſting in theſe kingdoms. * With regard to antiquity, 
the Free Maſons themſelves cannot pretend to vie with. 
you : from the cleareſt calculations it muſt appear, that 


your united property is far more conſiderable than that of the 


renowned aſſociation of the County of V : and as to- 

your numbers, they wilt be found infinitely fuperior to 
the till more famous one lately aſſembled in St. G8 

Fields. I am not ignorant that it has been ſuggeſted by 

ſome prejudiced writers,“ that your order is a mere mo- 

dern inſtitution : and though ſome have been content to. 

deduce your origin from the ſages of Greece, others have 

had the unparalled aſſurance to aſſert that it was firſt eſta- 

© bliſhed at one of the learned univerſities, and no longer 
ago than the beginning of the preſent century: but a 
very little examination into the matter, will effectually 
correct both theſe miſtakes. It may perhaps be true, that 
the title by which you are now diſtinguiſhed, might be 
aſſumed 


+ Vide SpeQat, No, 54. 


(wm) 


afſumed about the period your adverſaries mention ; but 


the order itſelf, my Lords and Gentlemen, I will not 
| {ſcruple to declare, is coeval with mankind : our firſt 
Parent, in his delightful ſtate of indolent felicity, being 
to all intents and purpoſes the firſt Lounger. The immenſe 
wealth, and incredible numbers of the ſociety, at this 
day, muſt be obvious to every body, who is at all ac- 
quainted with his Majeſty's dominions in general, or this 
great metropolis in particular. Such 1s the flouriſhing 
condition of this honourable Fraternity in the Britiſh Iſles; 
nor ſhall we find it in leſs eſtimation among the different 
nations upon the Continent, In America indeed, it muſt 
be owned that your ordinances, like ſome others, are not 
much attended to; ſo untractable is that ſtubborn gene- 
ration. But the Eaſtern World affords a more agreeable 
proſpect: if we may believe the reports of hiſtorians and 
travellers, thoſe wiſe people have ever been, and conti- 
nue to this day, in the genuine practice of your cuſtoms. 


and manners, or have even refined upon them. 


80 much for the order in general, I now deſcend to 
myſelf, From experience I well know your mortal an- 
5 B tipathy 


( vii ) 


|  tipathy to prefaces, introduẽtians, and in ſhort every ſpecies 


of prolegomena, by which an author ſettles preliminaries 
with his reader. I ſhall therefore take leave to inſert here 
every thing neceſſary to be premiſed, in hopes, that as it 
is particularly addreſſed to yourſelves, it may perchance 
attract your attention. Let not your Lordſhips and Wor- 
ſhips be alarmed; I ſhall ſtudy all poſſible brevity, having 
as much averſion to tlie fatigue of writing, as you can have 
to that of reading. In the firſt place then I aſſure you, 
that this bagare/ie was compoſed ſolely for your uſe; nor do 
I deſire any other reader whatever, to proceed a ſtep far- 
ther in the peruſal. If after this notice, Critics will ſhock 
their ears with the uncoothneſs of my verſification, or the 
zealous admires of Mr. Pope will undergo the mortifica- 
tion of ſeeing his fine thoughts barbarouſſy murdered, they 
mult take it for their pains. Let no body however raſhly 
eonclude that I have any enmity to that immortal bard. 
Cotton might perhaps admire Virgil's beauties, tho” he 
choſe to burleſque him; and Hogarth certainly did 
not mean to diſparage his own performance of Paul before 
Felix, when he painted the ſame ſubje& in the ridiculous 
manner of Rembrandt, In general, I may venture to 

| | aſſert, 


„ 
aſſert, that your Lordſhips and Worſhips have no great re- 


iſh for the ſublime : Pope's Epiſtle of ELorsa is un- 
doubtedly a pretty poem; and it's ſentiments might af- 


ford you ſome amuſement whilſt under the hands of the 
friſeur, if diveſted of that ſerious air, they wear at preſent, 
and adorned with that nonchalance of which you are ſo fond. 
To afford you this gratification, I have dared to break 
through one of the eſtabliſhed rules of your illuſtrious or- 
der; and I have only ta.hope that my good intentions may 
procure me your pardon for the flagrant offence of putting 


pen to paper. 
I have the honour to be, 
With the greateſt Reſpect, 
My Lords and Gentlemen, 
Your Lordſhips' and Worſhips“ 


Moſt obedient, 
Moſt humble , and 
Moſt devoted Servant, 


The AUTHOR. 
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BFEING: 


A NEW. VERSION OF THAT LADY'S CELEBRATED EPISTLE TO ABELARD, 5 


MMUR'D in this priſon, ſo dull and fo moping, . 
Where vows and high walls bar all hopes of eloping, 
Where cloſe grated windows ſcarce ſhew us the ſun, 


What means this ſtrange itch in the fleſh of a Nun? 


Why wander my thoughts in the midſt of devotion ? 
Why feels my fond heart its long ſmother'd emotion? 


0 | Still, 


In general the Autbor endeayours to ſtick as cloſe as poffible to the 
original; wherever he wanders, the Reader will pleaſe to obſerve, that either 
EL ols A uſes the ſame ſentiment in ſome other part of the Epiſtle, or he takes 
the liberty of putting words into her mouth, which might naturally be ex- 
| peed W 


* 


«4 


( t6 ) 


Still, ſtill love prevails ! this unquenchable flame 
Blazes freſh kt the ſight of my ABzLArD's name. 


Dear name, fatal ſource of my pain and my pleaſure 1 
Let me hide it as cloſe as a miſer his treaſure: 
Coop it up in my heart, where thoſe birds of a feather, 
Warm Love, warm Devotion, ſit perching together, 


Already I've wrote it !—alas, I'd forgot it : 
I'll weep on the paper in ſtreams till I blot it. 


Fpite of tears and of prayers, my feelings ſo teaze me, 


That my hand, too complying, endeavours to eaſe me, 


Thrice diſmal retreat where midſt gloom everlaſting; 
'Our amuſements are ſighing, and fretting, and faſting. 
Yewalls, full of cracks, tho not ravag'd by time, 

By yellow-fac'd virgins you're robb'd of your lime ! * 
Ye buſts of old fathers, whoſe damp- ſtreamin g faces 


| Seem to pity my own and my Lover's diſgraces * ! 
| Tho? as ſtupid as you, 1 fo ſteadfaſt look at you, 


My feelings convince ime I'm not quite a ſtatue. 
No ſtill my blood boils, my paſſion ſtill rages 
Notwithſtanding my faſting and weeping for ages. 
| When 
It appears that 1 the monaſtery, to which kms retreated, was built 
by ABELARD himſelf, conſequently the injuries done to « Faber $ 


2 * white walls” are not unnaturally accounted for, 


CH] 

When ! open thy letters, how trembles my frame! 
How I ſigh, how I weep at the ſight of thy name! 
When my own meets my eyes, the fame tremors I feel 
Some woeful misfortune treads cloſe at its heel. 
Through what painful extremes of ſenſation I run |! 


Now broiling a Lover, now freezing a Nun. 


Vet let me, ah! let mie conjure thee to write all 
Thy woes, for I long for the ſhocking recital ; 
That ſighs ſympathetic with yours may combine, 
And tears ever-flowing may water each line, 
Does ABELARD hear my requeſt, and yet lingers ? 
The cloſe-clipping villains at leaſt left thy fingers! 
If Love demands weeping, oh! why ſhould I ſpare 
Thoſe floods, which of courſe mult be laviſh'd elſwhere !* 
To happier taſks my ſwol'n eyes bid adieu, 
Bereft of the pleaſure of gazing on you. 


By 


* Etotsa here ſeems to allude to the well-known Greek inſcription ok 
an antient marble, till to be ſeen in the Medicean gardens. 6/5; ixg} bias 
ig. Above it is an elegant figure in alto relievo, which the beſt Connoi- 
Kc vrs ſuppoſe to be the repreſentation of the melting Ntose, and that the 
fragment formerly belonged to one of the folding doors of the temple of 
AroLLo PALATINUS. | | | EE, 


\ 


. 


1 
By ſharing thy grieſs then, give eaſe to thy ſoul: 
Alas! Tharing's too little—ah give me the whole ! 


Heaven firſt in it's mercy taught mortals their letters 


For ladies in limbo, or lovers in fetters. 

With genuine heat they deſcribe our deſires, 
Nor loſe the leaſt ſpark of our ſoul- melting fires : 
At once on the delicate ſubje& we ruſh —_ 
Without ev'n the trouble of ſeeming to bluſh : 
Our ſouls they unite tho" our bodies can't join, 


And waft a warm ſigh from the pole to the line. 


You know how fond Love, in the artful diſguiſe 


: Of Friendſhip's fair form, caught my ſoul by ſurpriſe, 
Angelic I thought thee—ſome ſpirit ethereal ! « 
Nor dream'd that the tranſports I felt were venereal ! * 


Deluſion ſo groſs I too ſoon underſtood, 
Nor was griev'd to change ſpirit for warm fleſh 4 blood. 


When you've preſs'd me to marriage, how oft have I ſaid, 
What megrim has ABELARD got in his head ? 
How oft have I ſworn, how egregiouſly ſtupid 
Are laws, neither founded by Nature or Cupid ! 
. Ld hwy eta ts wks bates that this word is uſed in Ky 


| peetical, not it's RW fignification, 


6 
go free is the God, if you once aim to bind him, 
He flies like a wretch with ten bailiffs behind him. 
Loet dull married dames boaſt of honour and riches, 
I care not a fig for ſuch phlegmatic ——— * 
Enflav'd by no prejudice, dup'd by no faſhion, 
My object alone is the genuine paſſion. 
If the world's mighty monarch ſhould wedlock propoſe, 
At himſelf and his world I would toſs up my noſe : 
I hate drowſy joys betwixt waking and fleeping— 
No—let my dear ABELARD take me in keeping 


O ſtate full of bliſs—happy, charming condition 
Where exquiſite freedom gives zeſt to fruition ! 
Each heart with the other in uniſon beating 
In filent effuſions ſouls melting and meeting! 
Each craving allay'd, and brim-full ev'ry void !— 
Such—1ſuch were the raptures which once we enjoy . 


"of 


D Alas ! 


* Tt is rather extraordinary that out heroine, when ſhe ſpeaks of "the | 
pure part of the ſex, ſhould be betrayed into a warmth, which prevents 
her from finiſhing the ſentence ; eſpecially when we conſider the peculiar 


mildneſs of their ſtrictures on the misfortune of any frail fiſter, width 197 
pens to — keys W Tt 


( 14 ) 

Alas! how we're chang'd, what dire horrors appear 
See the flint hearted raſcals are ſeizing my dear ! 
Stark naked—faſt bound—ſtop, Bloodhound, thy knife! 
Ah ! ſpare the ſweet ſource of the balſam of life 
Oh! why was not I at that butchering ſcene ? 
This hand in a moment had ruſh'd in between: 
Tbis hand too was guilty—lſure that might attone, 
And fave his dear fleſh at th' expence of it's own. 
But what am I writing? the ſubject muſt *“ bore ye + 
Too well you're acquainted with all the ſad ſtory. 


That day you remember, ſo ſolemn, ſo grievous, 

When kind mother church op'd her arms to receive us; 

When warm 1n my bloom to the altar I drew, 

The ſhrines ſeem'd to tremble, the lamps to burn blue. 
The 


„This word has happily ſurvived the ufual period of theſe Ephemerides 
of the faſhionable vocabulary; if, however, the Beau Monde ſhould at 
length think fit to baniſh it, before this work itſelf is buried in oblivion, 
let it be remembered, that between the years 1772 and 17 - -, the proper 
mode of expreſſing a diſlike to any noun-ſubſtantive, whether maſculine, 
feminine or neuter, was to pronounce him, her, or it, @ men/trous bore; 
which immediately conveyed the ſentiments of the ſpeaker with great bre- 
vity and precifiqn ; whereby the intolerable fatigue of circumlocution was 
avoided, The verb in the text ſignifies of courſe, to feet with diagreeable | 
fenſations The derivation [ leave to more able Etymologiſts, © _ 


| CI 
The heavenly choir look'd down with ſurpriſe, 
And ſaints ſcarce could credit their ears or their eyes. 
My vows, not by grace, but thy love, were decreed, 
And if I loſe that, I'm a bankrupt indeed! 


Then .come—eaſe my woe with thy converſe enchantin gt 
Strong fancy ſhall furniſh whate'er may be wanting. 
Once more let our limbs in fond rapture entwine, 

And thy love-darting eyes ſhoot their beams into mine ; 
Whilſt ſnatching ambroſial kiſſes I melt, — 
Thy loſs at that moment will ſcarcely be felt. 


Ah no!—Thou ſhalt teach me my hours to employ 
In mild contemplation of heav'nly joy. 
Pure beauties celeſtial ſet full in my view, 
And convince me- they're more to be valu'd than you, 


Ah think on thy flock, if more motives are wanting, 
Neglect not to bend the young twigs of thy planting :. 
In the ſhape of dull ſpouſes they ſcorn'd to obey men, 
To the church they, retreated too precious for laymen. 
In vain the falſe world might attempt to beguile em, 


With thee the dear girls found a harmleſs aſylum. 
Eden 


( 16 ) 
Eden ſeem'd to be open'd beneath thy protection, 
Ev'n envy muſt own 'twas a noble erection! 


Miſtake not my meaning ſpeak of the building 
Here is ſeen no profuſion of painting or gilding, 
But rais'd plain and neat from your private finances, 
Without chouſing rich ſinners with pious romances, 
Or teaching the wretches that purchaſing pray'rs | 
Would amply compenſate for ſtarving their heirs, 


Here lock'd up for ever, thy preſence ſupply'd em 


With a ſweet fuccedaneum for pleafures denied em. 
But now they're quite alter'd—ſome pitiful mourner 
Sits ſobbing or pouting in every corner. \ 

See how I make uſe of my friend's ſupplication, 
Like fouls laid to bleach in the fires of purgation. 
But why ſhould I uſe theſe poor arts to conjure you? 
For who, if I fail, ſhall attempt to allure you? 

No more then, I'll truſt to the intereſt of others 


Come, thou deareſt of friends, moſt beloved of brothers! 


With the fondeſt, the humbleſt of names L II affail, 
Let thy fiſter, thy daughter, thy ſervant prevail. 


More than theſe, as thy love Pll implore then Fre done 


ER e 


The | 


( 

The pines, which ſo tall ſhoot oblique from the mountains, 
The grottos and clefts with their chryſtalline fountains, 
The ſoft dying zephyrs, that pant on the groves 
All give me ſome hint of our ill-omen'd loves. 

So ingenious is grief in augmenting it's woes, 
Each object around me diſturbs my repoſe. 

Blue devils, curſt crew, perch in crowds on the trees, 

Flaptheir wings o'er the grave ſtones, and howl.in the breeze: 

Or elſe in ſad ſilence, theſe envious powers 

Strip the green of it's hue, of their luſtre the flowers, 

On every face ſpread an air of dejection, 

And tinge ev'ry ſcene with their hateful complexion, 


Yet here muſt I pine to the end of my life 
In obedience, a miſtreſs. ſhall cope with a wife: 
When death ſhall have granted a friendly quietus, 
And the ſcurrilous world can no longer maltreat us, 
When you. too have reach'd.the full length of your tether, 
No Uncles ſhall bar us from pigging together. | 
Tho' cloſe with fierce rapture no more we ſhall glow,. 
But lie like old AusT1N embracing his“ ſnow.. 


8 | Whilſt 


* Saint AUGUSTIN invented this droll method of allay ing his obſtreperous | 
paſſions. The curious may be informed of more minute particulars, by ap- 
. plying at the Saint's cave, in Earl TEMPLE's gardens at Stow, 


(18) 

Whilſt living, however, in ſpite of my vows, 

My heart ſtill revolts at a ſpiritual ſpouſe, 

On the ſpot; where pale Chaſtity, Queen of deeorum, 
- Holds her fortreſs, her citadel, ſanctum ſanctorum, 
Where, outworks abandon'd, ſhe often retires, 
Love fixes hisTtandard, and lights up his fires. 

*Tis true I lament, but alas! I muſt own | 

Not my fault, but thy loſs is the object alone. 

No leſs vain are my'pray*rs} my wild wiſhes defeat 'em ; 
Whilſt I weep for my crimes, I am ripe to repeat em. 
If I think on the ſin to exeite my contrition, 

Each pulſe in my frame beats alarm to fruition. 

To forget the dear guilt is a hopeleſs endeavour ;* 
The girl, who ones taſtes, muſt remember for ever, 
Then aid me, ye caſuiſts, Tome means to diſcover 

To hate the vile paſſiori, yet doat on the Lover: 

A conqueſt ſo hard there's no female can boaſt, - 
Who, pierc'd to the quick, and in eeſtacy loſt, 

Like poor Erotex has been deftin'd to prove 

The heart»thrillting ſhock of the arrow of love: 

Before ſuch a ſoul it's loſt peace can regain, 

How oft mult it love, and how often diſdain ? 


Now hoping, deſpairing, and conſtantly fretting, 
Regretting, reſenting, but never forgetting ! 


( t9 ) 
But if once they've a call, how they're chang'd in a minute, 
So quick, you would ſwear ſome enchantment was in it! 
Thoſe ſouls, which by love were converted to tinder, 
Catch flame at religion and burn to a cinder. 

O come, by thy precepts Pll ſhun every evil, 

And ſet at defiance the fleſh and the devil: 

From my heart thy dear image thyſelf ſhalt eraſe, 

And heal up the wound with the balſam of grace : 

None elſe for the taſk can equivalent be, 

It ſhall fall, like tough Aj Ax, a /elo de ſes 


In a convent ſecluded, how happy the maid, 

Whom no recolle&ions of folly upbraid. 
| Her tranquil repoſe there, no paſſions can ſhock, 

But torpidly ſnug, as a toad in a rock, 
By no ſoft ſeducer ſhe's tempted to err, 
Nor cares for the world more than it cares for her. 
Mere forms of the place are her ſighing and weeping ; 
Bleſt viſions ſeraphic amuſe her when ſleeping : 
Eden's roſe, ever gay, crowns the favour'd adorer, 
And fluttering cherubs ſhed eſſences o'er her. 
For nuptials divine preparation appears, | 
And Epithalamia reſound in her ears. 
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30: 3 
Whilſt heav'nly harps tune their ſprightlieſt ſtrain, 
She melts without languor, and ſighs without pain. 


I too have my viſions, but not ſuch as theſe 
Are the raptures, that ſolace the loſt ELotse. 
Thoſe jewels, which vengeance had thirſted to ſever, 
Riſe fair to my view more engaging than ever ! 
Then canſcience from nature exacts no. ſubmiſſion ;. 
Unſhackled I ſpring to the dear apparition ! 
O night, by thy veil what manewvres are hidden |. 
How poignant the reliſh of pleaſures forbidden! 
From my ſoul I believe that the father of lies 
Sends his imps to provoke me like “ huge Spaniſh flies. 
I ſee you, I hear you, my arms I then glue t' ye, 
And rove with delight o'er each maſculine beauty. 
On the margin of pleaſure ecſtatic I revel,—— 
When away flies the ſhade whence it came—to the devil. 
Once more I compoſe me, in hopes to recover 


The charming illuſion, that brought me my lover; 


Once more I behold him, but not as before, 
Kind flattering fancy deceives me no more, 


For 


„ ExonsA's idea is trikingly ſimilar to that of the famous Doctor Barn- 
YARD, who held the devil himſelf in proprid perſond, to be no other than a 
great, bouncing Cantharis, Vid, Trift Shand, Vol. 5. 


( 21 ) 
For now, dreary waſtes, and bleak mountains among, 
We wander, and weep as we tramp it along: 
Now round ſome old mouldering ruin we ramble, 
Then up the ſteep cliffs of the ocean we ſcramble : 
From the top on a ſudden you mount in the air! 
Clouds cloſe round the phantom—I'm left in deſpair: 


Winds howl, and waves roar ; then from tortures ideal, 


I wake at the tumult, to thoſe which are real, 


For thy comfort, the Fates, in ſeverity kind, 
When they puniſh'd thy body, gave eaſe to thy mind : 
Thy blood half-congeal'd, can no longer inſpire, 
Like mine, the fierce blaze of unſated deſire. 

So ſluggith it creeps, in ſuch flow, even ſtreams, 
Night ne'er tantalizes with liquoriſh dreams; 
Each morn you may meditate clerical duties, 
Undiſturb'd by the ſpur of a * fgnum ſalutis. 


Then why, my dear friend, is this diſtance between us ? 


You're dead in the eye of ge, of Venus: 


1 


» As ABELARD had inſtructed his Fair pupil in the learned languages, and 
in philoſophy, natural as well as moral, we are not to be ſurpriſed at her diſ- 


playing a * of . uncommon in the fair ſex, 


Her 
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Her genial n you're unable ta feel ; 


Nature, ſpite of the proverb, + is conquer'd by ook. 
Religion and Nature conſpire to daſh one, 

Yet ſtill ELols A ſticks firm to her paſſion ; 

Flames equally fruitleſs, and laſting are mine 

As thoſe, which ſurround a dead ſaint in his ſhrine, 


Thy image purſues me wherever I rove, 
From the grove to the cell, from the cell to the grove : 
At the altar itſelf the prophane would ſurmiſe 
Strange thoughts in my breaſt, if they look'd, at my eyes. 
Curs'd concatenation — each anthem that's ſung, 
Brings back to my fancy thy muſical tongue; 
Then, tapers, prieſts, altars no more can [ ſee—ah ! 


They vaniſh at once at thy charming idea, 


In 


8 


1 .* Nee expelles furcd, tamen uſque recurret.“ 
I think no apology neceſfary for inſerting this very. common adage in an ex- 
planatory note, as it may have eſcaped the memory of ſome of my readers, 
Some late writers have been blamed for exhibiting their own crudition in a 
prolixity of annotation, in utter contempt of their readers ſagacity. This 
cenfure I hope to avoid. If I were troubled with the cacoethes annotandi, I 
have here a fine opportunity of indulging myſelf in an elaborate diſſertation 
to prove that Horace's fork was not in fact, a wooden one: but this is a 
matter I am very little anxious about. When two handles are preſented 


« to us, we are at liberty to ſeize that WO FRONT e no 
« yenient,” 


( 23 ) 
In reverie rapt, flaming oceans confound me, 
Regardleſs of all that is paſſing around me. 


Whilſt weeping, and proſtrate in penitence humble, 
A glimpſe of grace dawning, in aſhes I tumble, 
Come here, if thou d:r'it, ſo bewitching and winning, 
Blot out ev ry trace of this hopeful beginning; 
With a glance, in a moment diſſolve into air 
The fruits of my ſorrow, the hopes of my pray'r ; 
Stop me ſhort in my way to the manſions above, 

And. help. the young devils to give me * a ſbove. 


—No—fly me, to fartheſt antipodes fly me! 
Neither write to me, think of me, much leſs come nigh me. 
I renounce all your promiſes, —oaths I anull— 

Of ev'ry demand here's a quittance in full. 

Ah! ſweet tempting looks (even now I've an eye t' ye) 

Religion prevails,. and I bid a good bye t' ye. 

Come Grace ever tranquil; come heav'nly. Virtue !' 
No carnal alloy for the future ſhall hurt you; 


Faith 


* Jt may not be amiſs to inform my fair readers; who may happen to 
find themſelves in Erozsa's caſe, that the moſt excellent Baxter, that 
truly pious writer, has oppoſed his Herculean ſhoulders to the efforts of this - 
miſchievous race, in a work, which he emphatically entitles, his “ Shove 

© to heavy a»»-cd Chriſtians,” 
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Faith and Hope with y your ſamples of pleaſure ell; 
Vouchſafe in my purified boſom to reſt ye all! 


See ſad ELotst ſitting ſquat on a tomb, 
Uneaſy ſupport for a delicate b— ! 

Fix'd here as I watch'd the dim lamps all alone, 
Methought a low voice broke beneath from the ſtone; 
“0 Come ſiſter,” it crieg, ** here, fiſter, thy place i is; 

© No longer fit ſobbing and making wry faces. 

« From thyſelf up to Eve, our firſt mother, incluſive; 
„We have all had a goil for thoſe apples deluſive. 
Thy fate and my own have exactly reſembled ; 

« I pray'd, yet I lorig'd, then I taſted and trembled! 
hut now with theſe follies no longer we re tainted, 

* Under earth we re at reſt, and on earth we are fainted,” 


Kind voice, I obey—bring your palms and your roſes l 
I long fbr th' aſylum where endleſs repoſe is. | 
May'ſt thou, 'my dear friend, the laſt duties beſtow; 
And ſmooth my deſcent to the regions below. 
Even then, as you've oft, mark the roll of my eyes, 
From my quiyering lips catch my ſoul as it flies! | 
| wy And 


6 
And to finiſh the whole with a ſpice of thy function, 
Give my laſt languid motion Love's ultimate unction 


Ah! no-that's impoſſible, - ſurely I rave 
Far away be ſuch thoughts from the brink of the grave. 
In ſolemn canonicals gravely array d 
May'ſt thou draw near the bed where thy miſtreſs 1s laid; 
At diſtance reſpectful then mournfully ſtand, _ 
Whilſt a torch (but not Cupid's) ſhall ſhake in thy hand; 
See the laſt roſy tint in my countenance deaden ! | 
My eyes, once thought piercing, now perfectly leaden ! 
Convulſive emotions, that us'd to delight you, 
Now chang'd to contortions that freeze you and fright you ! 
To gaze on ſuch charms at this horrible time, 
Muſt be ſurely a leflon, inſtead of a crime, 


When you in life's * opera reach the frat 
May no agonies writhe you, no errors appal ye : 
On a chariot of clouds may bright cherubims place youz 
And canoniz'd virgins deſcend to embrace you. N 
„ G One 


Liſe bas often been compared to tragedy, comedy, and farce ; the Au- 
thor flatters himſelf that the ſimile of an opera, confidering Ant TAD 
2 will be thought more rede chan any other ſpecies of the drania. 
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One ſociable tomb our cold relicks ſhall hide, 
Each name down time's current together ſhall glide 3. 
Þ + | And in ſome future age if their whimſical lot 
i# | Should guide two fond lovers to this ſacred ſpot, 
On this monument leaning they'll ſigh 166 4 lets, 
Shed flcods of warm tears for our terrible fate, 
Then mutually cry, Whate'er evils attend us, 
From the knife of a * Fulbert kind Venus defend us l. 
In the midſt of high maſs if ſome wandering eye 
Should ſtray to this marble and heave a ſoft ſigh, 
One would hope a weak female might ſoon be forgiv'n 
If theſe ſtones for a moment ſhould ſteal her from Heav'n. 
And in Time's teeming womb if a bard ſhould be found, 
' Whole ſoul feels like mine an incurable wound, | 
Who paſſions as keen too ſuſceptibly knows, | 
Let him paint in + ſad numbers our heart-breaking woes; 
Then to ſooth my pale ghoſt as an offering bring em 
He, who Re; em the ſtrongeſt, is fitteſt to ſing em. 


_ 


>. 


2 „Krossg⸗ s Uncle. 7 
+ All Puns on this melancholy line are e hereby foreſtalled, Caveat Criticus: 
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